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	1. The Beginning

**Ginny's POV**

I watched him as he helped the others. I watched Harry James Potter as he helped set up a large tent in preparation for my brother Bill's wedding; and he was oblivious. I had longed for this boy ever since he saved me from Tom Riddle my first year at Hogwarts, and he was positively clueless. I could probably walk outside naked right now, and he still wouldn't notice me. What a pity it was, too.

Over the past year I had really grown into myself. My bright red hair was long, thick, and radiant. My bosom was perfectly supple and perky. I had even developed a rather desirable rear end, if I did say so myself. Add that to my long, toned legs and I had become quite a beautiful young woman.

Alas, Harry didn't care, and why should he? He was the chosen one; his main focus was where it always had been: protecting his friends and destroying Voldemort.

"Ginny! Ginny, darling, why aren't you dressed? GO! Go on, go get ready my dear!" Mum cooed as she frantically paraded through the kitchen with her hands in the air.

"Yes mum!" I responded before heading upstairs.

I paid special attention to my make up that day. I wanted to make a good impression on Harry. My goal for the evening was for him to ask me to dance, or more than that, if he was interested. I giggled to myself as I imagined his kiss, and what it would be like.

Once I was satisfied with my hair and makeup, I put on my dress. It was a particularly form fitting purple dress that I had picked out with Harry in mind. As I stepped into my dress and prepared to zip it up, I overheard a conversation coming from downstairs…

"Mrs. Weasley, I'm famished, may I snag one of these pastries?" Said a voice that I recognized to be Harry's.

"Yes of course you may! Just don't tell the other boys! Help yourself to whatever you need; I'm going outside to help with the arrangements." My mother's voice said before I heard the sound of the back door open and close.

This was my chance.

Harry Potter was alone downstairs, and I had a bright idea.

I quickly put on my heels and walked downstairs with my tight purple dress unzipped.

"Hello Ginny, you look nice today." Harry said, as polite and brotherly as always.

I didn't respond right away, I sauntered over to him as minx-like as I could, and turned around.

"Zip me up?" I said as Harry faced my bare back.

As he began pulling my zipper upwards, Fred interrupted.

"Morning…" he said as he sneakily entered the kitchen.

How long had he been watching? I growled a bit under my breath and walked away. I will just zip up my own bloody dress.

"Thanks a lot…" I mumbled as I passed Fred.
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**Draco's POV**

I was sitting in the main dining room, amongst my family, several of my fellow Death Eaters, and Lord Voldemort himself. I stared lazily at my hands as I waited for this god awful meeting to end.

"We will attack around 9pm. At that point the wedding reception will be in full swing. With a few drinks in them, the Aurors present at the wedding will be child's play. As for Mr. Potter, leave him to me." The Dark Lord said with a smirk and several of the Death Eaters began to evilly snicker.

I continued to look down at my hands, trying to go unnoticed. Unfortunately, it didn't work.

"Draco, my child. Why do you not share in your brothers' excitement?" The Dark Lord sneered.

I hated when he referred to us Death Eaters as brothers or brethren. I was nothing like these foul men.

"I apologize, my Lord, if you think that is the case. I am simply focusing on the task at hand." I responded, emotionlessly.

"I don't appreciate lies, Draco. In fact, I deplore them." The Dark Lord said before sitting back in his chair, seemingly in deep thought. "Greyback! What, pray tell, do you think would lighten the young Master Malfoy's spirits?"

Damn it. Greyback was the most uncouth of all the Death Eaters. And with him being a werewolf, I feared what his response would be. I braced myself for the worst.

Grey back snickered a bit before speaking.

"What this strapping young man needs," He said facetiously, "Is a decent fuck. Hell that would brighten all of our spirits."

Laughter sprang from the Death Eaters around the table. The Dark Lord waited patiently for the commotion to die down before he spoke again.

"If that's the case…Draco I expect you_ not _to return from our attack… empty handed." The Dark Lord said, chuckling a bit.

My heart stopped as I realized what Voldemort expected me to do. He wanted me to not only attack The Burrow, but also bring a girl home with me…as my prisoner. God damn it Greyback. This was all his fault.

"And Draco," The Dark Lord continued, "Don't disappoint me, for your Mother's sake."

Great. Just fucking great. Now he was threatening Mother. I had no choice; in just a few short hours, I would have to kidnap someone.

Xxx

**Ginny's POV**

One moment I was watching, in a totally not stalker way, Harry from across the dance floor, the next we were all under attack.

The tent had been hit and Death Eaters were swarming the area. I ran to escape the falling tent and reached for my wand. As I ran I saw Harry, Ron, and Hermione apparate away just in time. I thanked Godric that Harry was safe, but I still had to find a way out of here myself.

I ran, wand in hand, towards the marsh. I knew the marsh around The Burrow well; I knew I could hide amongst the tall reeds. I ran, leaping over this and that, firing spells as I went. Suddenly, something knocked into me from behind, making me drop my wand. I felt arms reaching around me as I fell. My head knocked into something hard on the ground and I was overcome with a searing pain. My vision was red with blood, before it disappeared entirely as I lost consciousness.
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**Draco's POV**

I cradled Ginny Weasley in my arms as I apparated back to the Manor. I rushed inside, not having a clue what to do next.

"Draco, get her upstairs, now, before the others return; poor girl!" My Mother demanded as she ran into the foyer.

"Then what?! What the bloody hell am I supposed to do with Ginny fucking Weasley in my room?" I whispered angrily, trying not to wake up the unconscious girl in my arms. "I hate to think of all the chaos she is going to cause when she wakes up!"

"We will have to make do. Go on! Get upstairs, I'll be right up." Mother said as other Death Eaters began to arrive.

I quickly ran, with Ginny in my arms, up two flights of stairs and down a long corridor to my suite. I opened the initial door, which opens up into my sitting room. I ran through my sitting room and through the next door way, into my bedroom. I gingerly dropped her on my bed.

What now? I thought to myself as I watched her; she was out cold. I studied her resting form for a moment. As much as I hated to admit it, Ginny Weasley was stunning. With the exception of the cut on the side of her forehead and the dried blood on her face, she was probably one of the prettiest girls I had ever seen. Puberty had done wonders on the once overly freckled & gangly she-Weasel.

I made a quick and hasty decision to fix the one thing that was marring her appearance.

"_Scourgify_" I said as I focused my wand on the blood on her face. Soon her porcelain skin was back to its pristine form.

Next, to close the wound; I used magic to stitch the wound, but decided I needed to cover it in order to avoid infection. I quickly ran to the bathroom that opened up to both the bedroom and the sitting room in my suite, and retrieved the proper supplies to cover her wound.

When I returned I was pleased to see that she was still utterly unconscious.

As I finished dressing her wound, Mother entered the room.

"Have you bound her arms and legs yet?" Mother inquired as she rushed into my bedroom.

"What? She's not a bloody boar that we are about to roast!" I exclaimed, not entirely sure why I was against tying her up.

"Draco, you know we have no choice. She would most likely try to kill you in your sleep if you didn't restrain her." Mother said calmly.

I simply nodded and watched as Mother created barely visible magical ropes. Soon Ginny Weasley's wrists were bound together and to the wall above the bed, and her feet were separately bound as well. Once my Mother was finished she spoke.

"Now we must place the proper wards on your room."

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"Draco, honestly. Once those Death Eaters realize exactly who you have up here, they will… you must protect her from them. We will put up wards on your entire suite preventing any witch or wizard, other than you, from entering this room, as well as a ward that will prevent her from exiting."

"Well I doubt that last bit is entirely necessary. She won't be able to escape the ropes binding her." I said, somewhat jokingly to my Mother.

"Yes well, you don't plan on keeping her bound forever do you? After all, who knows how long she will be here…" Mother said before exiting the room and casting her spell on my entire suite. "Also Draco, you might want to consider removing anything that is in her arms reach. I have heard this girl is a clever witch; she may not have a wand, but I feel certain that she could turn that picture frame on your bedside table into an ample weapon."

And with that my Mother left.

I heeded her warning and began rearranging things in my bedroom. Anything too sharp or remotely dangerous, I transfigured into safe things, such as pillows. Once I felt secure enough, I closed the bedroom and bathroom doors and retired to the sitting room. I thanked Salazar, that my sofa was very comfortable. I imagined that I would be sleeping here for quite some time…


	2. A Prison Cell For Two

**Ginny's POV**

When I finally came to, my head was throbbing like a banging drum. I tried, with my eyes still closed to place a hand to my head. As I did, I realized that my wrists were stuck together somehow. I flung my eyelids open and sat up, immediately aware that something was wrong. That was a bad idea.

As soon as I sat up, the throbbing in my head got louder and harder; I felt like I was going to faint once more. I closed my eyes and lay back down. As soon as the throbbing subsided, I tried again to touch my head. With my two roped together hands, I examined my forehead. I had definitely been injured, but someone had apparently bandaged me up.

Suddenly I remembered, vaguely, what had happened. I was at the wedding, we were under attack, someone or something knocked me down… That's the last thing I remember.

I took a deep breath in and out before attempting to open my eyes again. When I did, the room I was in began to spin. I quickly regretted my decision to look around, and shut my eyelids once more. With my eyes closed, I honed in on the rest of my body, making sure I was okay. I seemed to be in the same dress that I wore to the wedding, I didn't seem to have any other injuries, but in addition to my wrists being bound, my ankles were as well.

Finally the pain in my head had eased up enough, and I felt certain that this time, when I opened my eyes I would be able to see clearly.

I blinked a few times, and waited for things to come into focus. When I could clearly see, I looked around the room, searching for anything familiar. I seemed to be lying in a king-sized bed covered in silver silk, I did not have my wand, the walls in the room were forest green, and there were two closed doors in the far corner of the room. Above one of the doors was a clock with two snakes that pointed to the hour and the minute.

The clock read 9:30, and judging by the light coming through the skylights in the vaulted ceiling, it was morning.

How long had I been out? I quickly started to panic as I reviewed all of the facts in my head.

I, Ginny Weasley, had been kidnapped during an attack at my brother Bill's wedding. I was now in the room of someone who was obviously a Slytherin and most likely a Death Eater. How many Slytherin Death Eaters do I know? It couldn't be one of the older Death Eaters, could it? No. This was the room of someone close to my age. I slowly listed in my head all of the possibilities: Crabbe…Goyle…what about Pansy? Had she taken the mark? I hoped to Godric I was in Pansy Parkinson's room and not Goyle's; but before I could think about it any further, I heard a noise coming from behind one of the doors.

I quietly sat up; I needed to find a way out of here. I wiggled over to the edge of the bed, trying to determine how far the magical ropes would let me move. Not far at all. I could barely touch the floor beside the bed with the tips of my toes. Shit. What do I do now?

I thought about it for a moment, and then boldly decided to confront my kidnapper.

"Hello! I know you're in there!" I yelled.

No response.

"I can HEAR you! You won't be able to keep me here for long! My Dad works for the Ministr—" I yelled before I was cut off by the opening of a door.

Steam emitted from the open door, shielding the face of my captor.

"What a coincidence, my Father works for the Ministry too." My blood boiled as I sat face to face with my least favorite Slytherin of all, wearing nothing but a towel around his waist.

"Malfoy…"
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**Draco's POV**

"About time you woke up." I said, ignoring her as I walked to my closet. "This is a bit…awkward. I assume you are wondering why you are here…"

As I spoke I glanced up at the clock and realized that I was running late for breakfast. Father would have a fit if he thought I had slept through another agonizing meal with the family and Voldemort.

"…And that is a story that will have to wait." I concluded as I removed the towel from around my waist and began to dry my hair with it.

There was no time to be shy, I had to get to breakfast, even if that meant showing Ginny Weasley everything I had got to offer.

As I dried my hair and the rest of my body I could feel her eyes behind me. Finally, she spoke.

"Tell me why I am here or so help me I will scream until—" She yelled before I cut her off.

I was facing her now, fully naked.

"Until what? My entire suite is completely sound proofed. Voldemort himself couldn't hear you and he's just downstairs!" I said, slightly annoyed, before turning around and beginning to get dressed. "My advice to you, She-Weasel, is to put up and shut up, until I return."

"YOU CAN'T JUST LEAVE ME HERE!" she half screamed half growled at me.

At this point I was almost fully dressed and almost ready to go.

"Why? Are you afraid you'll miss me?" I teased her.

Her only response was to spit at me. Luckily, she missed.

"Don't worry, Ginny _dear_, I hear distance makes the heart grow fonder…" I chided before leaving her and heading downstairs.

As I walked down towards the dining room, I realized that I might actually like having someone around to talk to; even if it was just a one sided conversation.

When I made it to the dining room, everyone was waiting for me; Mother, Father, Bellatrix, Voldemort, Greyback, Wormtail, and my Godfather Severus.

"Draco, thank you so much for joining us. I must admit that I am a bit surprised to see you." The Dark Lord greeted me as I took my seat next to Mother.

"Oh?" Was my only response.

"Yes, well I assumed you would be with your new mistress. Tell me Draco, what is her blood status, and don't disappoint me." Voldemort continued, staring me down with his red eyes.

His comments instigated muffled laughter from Greyback and Wormtail, much to my displeasure.

"Pureblood, my Lord." I responded solemnly.

"Wonderful! You know after this War is over, we will need to replenish all of the magical blood that will be spilled. Such a waste it is, truly. I'm sure Narcissa here, would love some…grandchildren…after it's all said and done." The Dark Lord said in jest.

Why? Why was it always me that he chose to ridicule?

"Yes, my Lord." I said, ending our conversation.

When breakfast was over and we were all free to do as we please, I made my way towards the stairs. As I placed my foot on the bottom step, my Mother pulled me aside.

"Draco, darling, is there anything I can help you with? As far as …as far as making the girl comfortable." My Mother said discreetly.

I scoffed a bit and she responded before I could.

"Honestly, Draco, I thought I'd raised a gentleman! That girl is up there scared, confused, and probably hungry. The very least you can do is provide her with food!"

"Mother, this girl would sooner bite me than accept food from me." I said half joking, half not.

"Right now, I don't blame her… send Nova, the house elf with the freckles." Mother suggested.

"Alright. Anything else?"

"She's probably going to need some new clothes, however…we can't exactly go into Diagon Alley at the moment; too many Aurors. You'll have to lend her some of your clothes until we have a chance to send someone. Try to find out what size she is." My Mother said, practically boring me to tears.

"Got it." This fucking Weasley girl was going to be way more trouble than she was worth.

"Also, while she gets accustomed to Nova, try doing something nice for the girl." Mother continued.

"Like what? She's already taking over my bed, eating our food, and soon will be wearing my clothes!" I said annoyed, I just wanted to go upstairs, relax, and maybe read a book, but that probably wasn't going to happen anytime soon.

"Draco, look at it like this: that girl is going to be in your room, under your care, indefinitely! That means that you are going to have to find a way to get along with her. Go pick her some flowers from my garden." My mom said, leaving me at alone at last.

I nodded to her, and went on my way to find Nova and to pick some bloody flowers.
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**Ginny's POV**

Draco had been gone for over two hours and I was at my wits end. Not only was I freaking out about being here, but also I desperately needed to use the bathroom. My bladder was full and had been since the night before. Where was he? What was I even going to say when he returned?

As time continued, my ability to hold in my urine grew weaker and weaker. I even considered wetting the bed out of spite, but changed my mind when I realized that I would be ruining the place where I slept.

I closed my eyes and sat in a sort of meditative state as I struggled to contain my pee. Suddenly the silence was interrupted by the sound of apparation.

_Crack_.

I opened my eyes and was surprised to see an odd, very freckled house elf.

"Don't come near me!" I said defensively. I did not yet know whether or not I could trust this elf.

"Hello Miss, I am Nova and Master Draco is sending me to help you in anything you may be needing." The house elf said to me.

She looked innocent enough, even if she was sent by the awful Draco Malfoy… I didn't know if I should trust her, but I figured that I had nothing left to lose.

"So… you are here to help me…" I said still unsure.

"Yes miss, Master Draco told me to be taking extra special care of you." Nova said happily.

"Did he now... Well Nova, can you help me escape?"

"No miss, Nova is not allowed to do that." She responded kindly.

"Can you help me remove these magical ropes?" I asked, still full of hope.

"No miss."

"Can you help me send word to the outside?"

"No miss."

"Can you give me a weapon that I can defend myself with?"

"No miss."

Damn…Draco had covered all of the bases… I sat there feeling defeated for a moment, then my bladder reminded me that I was about to burst.

"Umm, Nova… can you somehow get me to the bathroom, or at least get me something to relieve myself in?"

"Absolutely miss! I will be right back!" Nova said with elation. She truly seemed happy to finally be able to assist me.

In just a short moment, Nova returned.

"Alright miss! I've brought a nice chamber pot to use. It's a bit old, it is, but I made sure it is perfectly clean."

I gratefully took the chamber pot and tried to maneuver it underneath me. God damn these ropes!

"Need some help miss?" Nova asked as I wiggled around with this chamber pot on the bed.

"I think I've almost got it, if you could just make sure 'Master Draco' doesn't walk in on me while I pee, that would be great." That was the last thing I needed.

With a million brothers, privacy was hard to come by. Plus I didn't want Malfoy to see me, in such an unappealing and vulnerable state.

I didn't know why I cared what he thought of me. After all, he sure didn't care when he showed me his fully naked form this morning. I tried to remove that image from my head, but wow. I hated to admit it, but I had been impressed. If I didn't hate him so much, I might have even been turned on by his perfectly toned body. Even without arousal, his manhood was brag worthy. Ugh. I absolutely loathed Draco Malfoy.

When I finished peeing and Nova had taken care of my pot of piss, I soon realized that I was absolutely starving.

"Hey Nova, assuming we are at the infamous Malfoy Manor, I'd be willing to bet that the food here is really great. Are you able to bring me anything?"

"Of course Miss! Right away Miss!" Nova said excitedly before apparating away.

After I had eaten one of the most delicious breakfasts I had ever had, I was full and somehow tired.

"Thank you for everything Nova." I said with a yawn.

"You're quite welcome pretty Miss! Is there anything else that Nova can be doing for you?" She asked politely.

"No, I think that's all for now. Thank you again."

"Okay, remember, Nova is just a call away."She said before apparating away.

I was all alone now in Draco Malfoy's room, waiting for him to return. As much as I needed to stay alert for my own safety, I could feel my eyelids getting heavy…
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**Draco's POV**

I had procrastinated going back to my room, for as long as possible. I walked the grounds, I wandered the halls, and I even went for a quick swim in our indoor pool; now I figured it was finally time to face the problem that I was avoiding. Ginny Weasley.

I had given what my Mother said a great deal of thought. She was right. Ginny Weasley would be in my room for who knows how long. If I could somehow get through to her, show her that I'm not all that bad, maybe we could find an amicable way to share my suite. Who knows, maybe we could get along. I wasn't going to get my hopes up. If I knew anything about the She-Weasel, it was that her reputation as a fiery red head preceded her. I was doomed.

Nonetheless, I did as my Mother recommended and picked a few pretty flowers from the garden and headed upstairs.

Once I made it back into my suite and into my room, I found Ginny fast asleep in my bed where I'd left her. Considering it was only 3 in the afternoon, I decided to wake her. I should have just let her sleep, but my curiosity got the best of me. I sat the flowers I had picked on the bedside table and attempted to wake her.

"Ehem," I coughed, standing close to the bed but not close enough for her to reach me .

She didn't wake.

"Ehem!" I coughed even louder this time.

She stirred, stretching as if she'd had a nice nap filled with happy dreams. I watched her closely as the blissful look on her face disappeared and reality struck her. She jolted up right and looked me directly in the eyes.

"Where have you been!?" She demanded, her cheeks flushing as she did so.

"Oh, I'm actually quite surprised; you did miss me after all!" I joked. She didn't find it funny.

"Fuck you! Why am I here?!" She spat.

"Easy tiger." I said as I walked over to my closet, "have you forgotten your manners? I think a thank you is in order."

"For WHAT!? For kidnapping me?! For being an insufferable ferret!? What could I possibly be thanking you for?!" She screeched and I could feel her anger radiating out of her body.

"Still mad about that I see. Well, I can't say I blame you, that wedding looked like a nice time. I'm sorry you had to miss it the end of it." I said calmly as I picked out an oversized designer t-shirt for her to wear. Mother said she would need clothes, and this was all I could think to offer her.

"You bastard! WHY AM I HERE!?"

Her yelling voice was starting to get on my nerves…

"You are here…because the Dark Lord thought I needed some…cheering up." I said at last, as I tossed her the t-shirt.

She ignored the shirt as recognition hit her.

"IF YOU THINK YOU CAN KEEP ME HERE AS YOUR _ENTERTAINMENT_ YOU HAVE ANOTHER THING COMING DRACO MALFOY! I WOULD SOONER HANG MYSELF THAN GIVE MYSELF UP TO YOU!"

"Saving yourself for Potter are you? No matter, I have no interest in—" I calmly tried to explain the situation to her, but she cut me off with her seemingly never ending tirade.

"DON'T YOU DARE BRING HIM INTO THIS! I MEAN WHAT KIND OF MAN ARE YOU!? FILTHY ANIMAL! I WILL HAVE YOUR LIFE FOR THIS IF IT'S THE LAST THING I DO! YOU NO GOOD, PIECE OF DUNG, LOW-LIFE ARSE HOLE!"

Now she was really getting on my nerves… I tried one last time to reason with her.

" Listen, I-"

"NO, YOU LISTEN HERE MALFOY, I—" She interrupted me once again.

Now I was mad. I pulled out my wand and wordlessly silenced her voice. I watched for a moment as she realized that she could no longer speak. Now it was my turn to tell her what's what.

"You listen to me and you listen well. The fact that you think I want to lay one finger on your body proves just how ignorant you truly are! I brought you here because I was given an ultimatum by the Dark Lord. It was you or my Mother's life. If you want call me names and judge my decisions, go ahead. But can you honestly tell me that you would have chosen differently if you were in my shoes!? Didn't think so." I took a deep breath, before continuing, "Now, you can sit here all you want, pitying yourself and staying mad at me, but I'm telling you right now it won't do a bit of good. Odds are you are going to be here for a while, so get used to it."

She continued to mouth angry words at me to no avail and I packed a bag of clothes. Getting through to her was impossible; she was as stubborn as a bull. I decided I needed to give her more time to adjust. I also needed time to figure out how this was going to work. I didn't want to sleep on the couch forever. Voldemort and the others would notice if I spent too much time in one of the guest rooms… I had no idea what I was going to do. This whole situation was a nightmare.

Before I left my suite, I said one last thing to her.

"Believe it or not, I am just as trapped here as you are."


	3. Chapter 3 An Attempt At Civility

**Ginny's POV**

When Draco left my mind was a blur of rage and general confusion. This t-shirt he left me with, how the flying fuck was I supposed to get that on with my arms bound? What did Draco mean with that line 'I'm just as much a prisoner as you are'?

Luckily, after a few hours his silencing spell eventually wore off and I was able to call for Nova. I was thankful to have her to take care of me.

"Yes, Miss?" Nova said when she appeared.

"Nova, thank Godric you are here! I am in desperate need of that chamber pot and some food!" I said a bit exasperated.

"Absolutely Miss! I will also get you a vase for those pretty flowers Master Draco picked for you." Nova responded happily.

"Wait, Draco picked those? I thought you left them there while I was sleeping…"

"Yes, Miss. I was seeing him myself this morning when he picked them. It also looks like he is leaving you one of his shirts to wear. I'll be right back Miss." Nova said before apparating away.

What was he playing at? Picking me flowers like I am the kind of girl that would work on.

Before I could think about it any further Nova appeared with a chamber pot in one hand and a tray of food in the other.

Once I relieved myself, she gave me my food. As I ate I spoke to her.

"So Nova, how long have you worked for the Malfoy's?" I asked her.

"Nova is only working here for 6 months. With the extra houseguests Misses Malfoy is hiring a few extra elves." She responded as she fidgeted with the flowers that were laying on the nightstand.

"Extra guests…" I said as I chewed my food, "Death Eaters and such I assume. Is it true the Dark Lord is here?"

"Nova is not liking to be talking about He-Who-Must-Not-Be-Named, but yes. He is going and he is coming; he is lurking through the South wing of the Manor at this very moment, plotting against the boy who is once before triumphing against him!"

"I see," I said concerned that I was under the same roof as Voldemort, "When he is here, does he leave the, um, South Wing often? And visit other parts of the castle?"

"The Dark Lord stays in his quarters most of the time, coming down only for meals. Everyone in the household is to be present during meals when he is in attendance. Well except you or the elves." Nova said sounding frustrated.

"So he definitely knows I am up here…"

"Of course, he is the reason Master Draco brought you here! Is Master Draco not telling you these things?" She asked confused.

"Well, he did, but I wasn't sure if I could believe him…" I responded, "Anyways, thank you so much for the food, it was absolutely delicious."

"You is always most welcome Miss. Now, let me get you cleaned up. This looks like a nice shirt that Master Malfoy is giving you to wear. It is awfully nice of him to be sharing!" Nova said perkily; she was obviously happy to be talking about something else.

"Pshh. Nice my arse" I said sarcastically. "Malfoy is simply trying to fool me into spreading my legs. How do you intend on cleaning me up and getting this shirt on with my body bound like a roasted pig?"

"Nova is knowing ways!" She said excitedly before apparating away.

She returned with a wash cloth, a couple of towels and bucket of beautiful smelling sudsy water.

Two hours later she had used her elf magic to remove everything I had been wearing, cleaned it, cleaned me, set the now clean purple dress to the side, and helped me put on Malfoy's t-shirt. When I was finally cleaned from head to toe I was ready for bed.

"I can't thank you enough Nova for everything you have helped me with today." I told her graciously.

"Of course Miss! Nova loves helping the kind ginger Miss!" The freckled elf said with a bow.

"Hey Nova, earlier today Draco left with a bag of clothes, what are the odds that he is coming back tonight?" I asked trying to figure out if I should sleep with one eye open.

"Master Malfoy was very angry. Nova is knowing this because I saw him taking a run around the grounds earlier today. Master Malfoy is only running when he is being very angry. I would not expect him back until he is ready to speak calmly with you." Nova said cautiously.

"Ha! Draco Malfoy speaking calmly to me? Nova, if that is the case, he might never return." I said jokingly.

Xxx

**Draco's POV **

It had only been 2 days, but I already felt sick of her. Not that I was surprised... she was as vibrantly incorrigible as her hair was red. I had to get away from her, for now. I figured Voldemort wouldn't notice if I didn't stay in my room for just a couple of nights, right? I simply had to put as much distance between me and the ginger bitch as possible!

Xxx

**Ginny's POV**

After he left, the days grew long and slow. I watched the minutes creep by each morning & afternoon, and saw the sun set each night. I just sat there with nothing to do, waiting for his return.

I passed some time thinking about Harry, my family, and my friends; I wondered where they were and if they were safe. I liked to imagine that they knew where I was and were coming to rescue me any moment. Even still, I used my nails to scratch tiny tally marks into the head board of Draco's bed, to keep track of each night I spent there.

Nova took care of me of course; she stopped by at least twice a daily, for meals & bathing. She was alright company when she was around, but she couldn't stay all day. I was alone for hours and hours at a time, wasting away. I needed something more, something else.

A surprisingly large part of me actually wanted Draco to come back, but for all I knew he had moved into another wing of the Manor and completely forsaken me.

I still hoped for his return. Arguing with him would be better than sitting here alone half the day.

Xxx

**Draco's POV**

I woke up feeling extremely well rested and surprisingly chipper. I had been staying in the nearest guest room for three nights now and I felt like today was as good of a day as any to finally return to my room. After I had properly showered, shaved, and dressed, I called for the freckled house elf.

"Nova"

_Crack._

"Yes, Master Draco." Said Nova after she appeared before me.

"How is the feisty redhead who is trapped in my suite?"

"Ginger Miss is adjusting well. She is asking a lot of questions, she is very curious." Nova said.

"What kinds of questions…"

"This and that, Master Draco. She asks what it's like to work here. Who all is here. What the Manor looks like. But mostly she is asking about you Master Draco. Where you are. What you are doing. Will you be returning."

"Oh okay…" I said deep in thought, "So in your humble opinion, is it…safe to try and talk to her today?"

"The Ginger Miss, is very kind. If you are being kind to her, she is being kind to you." Nova responded.

"Alright. Do you know if the Dark Lord is making us meet for breakfast this morning?"

"No, Master Draco, he has taken his breakfast in his room."

"Is Ginny awake?" I asked, hopeful that she was still asleep.

"She has not been calling for me yet, so I am believing that she is."

"Good, good. I have an idea that I need your assistance with."

An hour later, Nova and I had positioned a table and chair next to the bed Ginny was sleeping on. Next Nova quietly arranged a breakfast spread, being careful not to give Ginny's side of the table a knife.

When everything was ready I stood by Ginny's bedside, ready to wake her up. As I watched her sleeping peacefully, I admired her form. She looked way better in my shirt than I could have imagined. It clung to her curves in all of the right places and just barely covered her tight ass.

SHIT. What was I even doing, admiring her like that? She was Ginny fucking Weasley. Sister to one of my least favorite people in the entire world! Her beauty aside, she was still the most infuriating person I had ever tried to have a conversation with. I would have to tread lightly from this moment on.

With my wand ready in one hand, I used the other to briefly poke her shoulder. As soon as I did, I stepped back, like she was cobra about to attack me.

When she began to stir, I spoke and began taking my seat.

"You, quite literally sleep like the dead. I half thought you would never wake up." I said coyly as I watched her eyelids flutter.

"Malfoy!" She said sitting straight up, "Where have you been."

"I knew you'd miss me," I responded facetiously, "It's time for breakfast_dear_."

She looked at me and the table set for two with blatant shock. Now it was time to really shock her.

"Take a seat." I said before using my wand to transfigure the bed into a seat for her.

"OWW!" She yelled as she landed on the floor next to the chair. "Fuck you Malfoy!"

I smirked in silence as she used the chair to prop herself up. Surprisingly, she was rather graceful, even with her arms and legs bound. Once she was properly seated at the table, I spoke again.

"Thank you Nova that will be all." I said dismissing the freckled elf.

"Absolutely Master Draco," Nova curtsied and disappeared.

Once the elf was gone, I spoke to Ginny again. She was currently struggling with her fork.

"Need help?" I asked teasingly.

"Shut it Malfoy, I can handle myself."

"Is that the case? Well I guess there is no need of Nova returning to visit you then is there?" I said, and I watched her cheeks redden with anger.

"Bastard. You know bloody well I need her."

"Such language from a young lady… tut, tut, tut…although I suppose I shouldn't be surprised considering who your brothers are…"

Before I could tease her any further I was hit on the chest with her fork, hard.

"Don't talk about my family" She seethed as her fork hit the floor.

I picked up her fork, dusted myself off and placed it on the table, out of her reach.

"Fine, eat with your hands."

We continued to eat in silence after that. I didn't have anything nice to say and neither did she, so we kept to ourselves.

Once I had finished my breakfast and began to get up, she spoke.

"What now?" She asked somewhat timidly for a lioness.

"That depends, what do want?" I said trying not to sound like a pervert.

"What I want is to go back home. However, I am coming to terms with the fact that that isn't going to happen anytime soon…" She offered as she gazed outside of one of the high set windows.

"Yes…" I prodded her.

She waited a long time to respond and I waited patiently.

"How safe am I here?" She said at last.

"Well, even though you are the daughter of an Order member, and connected to the 'chosen one,' you are actually just here at my expense." I said calmly.

"Yes, but am I safe? You haven't hurt me yet, but how am I supposed to know that a Death Eater isn't going to come in at any moment and—"

"First of all, you are no threat to me and I am therefore not going to be a threat to you. So don't insult me by saying I 'haven't hurt you _yet_.' Secondly, my Mother and I placed wards on my entire suite; no one, with the exception of me and the elves can enter or exit my quarters. You can't leave and no one else can hurt you while you're here."

"Wait, if I can't even leave, why the fuck do you have me roped up like this?" She said, showing her temper once more.

"Because I would like to sleep in the next room without you trying to kill me in the middle of the night."

"If I killed you would the wards drop?" She asked without a speck of shame.

"Nice try, but no. My Mother made sure of that. So you are trapped here, no matter what."

"What would it take for you to release me from these ropes?" She asked, pressing her luck.

"Not a chance, She-Weasel, not a chance."

"Well fuck me…" She said with disappointment.

"You wish." I joked as I tucked my chair underneath the table.

Once she realized I was leaving she seemed to panic a bit.

"Malfoy you really can't expect me to stay chained up here, pissing in a pot, having Nova give me sponge baths, and waiting on my hand and foot." Ginny exclaimed.

"Unfortunately for you, Ginny Weasley, you don't really have a choice in the matter."


End file.
